T' he mofi LamentAble T Age die 

And here is conae to d(M fbme T^iUanous fhatne 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy ynhallowed toyle, : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villainej I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goe with me, for thou muft dye. 

R$. I muft iudeed,^and therefore came I hither. 
Good gemleyouth, tempt not a defperatc man, 

Flye hence and leaue me, thinke rpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. 1 befcech thee Youth, 

Put not another (innevpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone. 

By Heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm'd againft my felfe : 

Stay notjbegone, liue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercic bid thee tunne away. 

Par. I doe defie thy commiferation, - 
And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Pagt O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch 
Tar. Olamflainejif thou be merciful!. 

Open the Tombe, lay me with /W/V p. 

Ra, In faith I vrill, let me perufe this facei.* 
(JHercMtio's Kinfman, Noble Countie 
What faid my man, when my betofted foulc 
Did not attend him as we rede? I thinke 
He told me parts {bouldhauc marryed Miet, 

Said he not fof or did I dieameit fo? 

Or am I mad, heating him talke of luliet. 

To thinke it was fo ? O gjue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

AGrauc; Ono, A Lanthoniejflaugbtrtd Youth: 
For here lyes lultet, and her beaucie makes 
This Vault a feafting{>refence full of light. 

Death lye (hou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men are at the point of death, 



of Romeo And luliet. 

. . .W bcene tnerrie? which their Keepers call 
^f.„iL before death? Oh how may I 
i^ if!his a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 

u fhhad no power yet vpon ihy bcauiic : 

?b 0 « »rt not conque’d. btan-jtt enfignt ,« 

h Ctimfoo in thy lips, and in thy chttlts, 

^Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 
rtillyelt then thtt. in thy blondy Ihtet ? 

n what more favour can I doe to thcc, 

Thm with that hand that cut thy youth in twaine, 

Tofunderhis that was thmccnemic? 

Foreiueme Couzen. Ah deare 

Whv art thou yet fofairc? IwiUbcleeue, 

eK^llbclccuc, that tnlubftantiall death is amorous? 

SthattbtlcaotabhoittdMooStiktepta 

lE« belt in daikt to be bis Patamiwt ? 

s»E&Xi'K3;i»,oh„ 

Willlfctypmyeuerlaftingreft: 

Andftiaketheyokeof inaufpiciousfbtres 

ftomteWotld-wtatitd flt(h..yts lookt youtlaH = 

Atmes take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
Tk Sontts^^f b, eath.ft.lt i-ith a tighttom kiff. 

A dateleffe bargaine to ingroffing death * . 

Come bitter condua, come vnfauoune guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on ^ 

The dafliingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Barke . 
Here’s to my Loue. 

Thy Drugs are quickc. Thus with a kiffe I dye. 

Enter Frier with LaHtbornt^ Crow andSpAde, 

Fri. Saint Franeitht ray fpced, how ”‘5^* 
Hane my old fett ftumbled at gtaues? Who » ihcie ? 
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